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THE  MOTHER'S  COUNSEL. 

My  son  !  know  thou  the  Lord, 
Thy  father's  God  obey ; 
Seek  his  protecting  care  by  night, 
His  guiding  hand  by  day. 

Call  while  he  may  be  found 
And  seek  him  while  he's  near ; 
Serve  him  with  all  thy  heart  and  mind, 
And  wors'  * 


THE  RETURNING  PRODIGAL. 

The  prodigal,  with  streaming  eyes, 

From  folly  just  awake, 
Reviews  his  wanderings  with  surprise  ; 

His  heart  begins  to  break. 

"  I  starve,"  he  cries,  "nor  can  I  bear 

The  famine  in  this  land  ; 
While  servants  of  my  father  share 

The  bounty  of  his  hand. 

"  With  deep  repentance  I'll  return 
And  seek  my  father's  face ; 

Unworthy  to  be  called  a  son, 
I'll  ask  a  servant's  place." 

Far  off  he  saw  him  slowly  move, 

In  pensive  silence  mourn  ; 
The  father  ran,  with  arms  of  love, 

To  welcome  his  return. 

Through  all  the  courts  the  tidings  flew, 
And  spread  the  joy  around  ; 

The  angels  tuned  their  harps  anew ; 
The  prodigal  is  found  ! 
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THE  NATIVITY. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake  and  it  was  done. 
Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 
Children  now,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here  by  faith  and  love 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death  ; 
Then  amid  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ 
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DEVOTION  TO  CHRIST. 

0  Jesus  !  delight  of  my  soul, 

My  Saviour,  my  Shepherd  divine  ! 

1  yield  to  thy  blessed  control ; 

My  body  and  spirit  are  thine. 

Thy  love  I  can  never  deserve, 
That  bids  me  be  happy  in  thee ; 

My  God  and  my  King  I  will  serve, 
Whose  favour  is  heaven  to  me. 

How  can  I  thy  goodness  repay, 
By  nature  so  weak  and  denied  ? 

Myself  I  have  given  away, 

Oh  call  me  thine  own  little  child. 

And  art  thou  my  father  above  ? 

Will  Jesus  abide  in  my  heart? 
Oh  bind  me  so  fast  with  thy  love, 

That  I  never  from  thee  shall  depart. 
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DEATH. 

When  sickness,  pain,  and  death 
Come  o'er  a  godly  child, 
How  sweetly  then  departs  the  breath  ! 
The  dying  pang  how  mild ! 

It  gently  sinks  to  rest, 
As  once  it  used  to  do, 
Upon  its  mother's  tender  breast, 
And  as  securely  too. 

The  spirit  is  not  dead, 
Though  low  the  body  lies  ; 
But,  freeil  from  sin  and  sorrow,  fled 
To  dwell  beyond  the  skies. 

That  death  is  but  a  sleep 
Beneath  a  Saviour's  care; 
And  he  will  surely  safely  keep 
The  body  resting  there. 
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THAT  SWEET  STORY  OF  OLD. 

I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 

How  he  called  little  children,  as  lambs  to  his  fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 

I  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed  on  my 
head, 
That  his  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
That  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look  when  he 
said, 
"  Let  little  children  come  unto  me." 

Yet  still  to  his  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  his  love ; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  him  below, 

I  shad  see  him  and  hear  him  above. 
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THE  GREAT  TEACHER. 

Who  taught  the  bird  to  build  her  nest 

Of  -wool  and  hay  and  moss  ? 
Who  taught  her  how  to  weave  it  best, 

And  lay  the  twigs  across  ? 

Who  taught  the  busy  bee  to  fly 

Among  the  sweetest  flowers, 
And  lay  her  store  of  honey  by 

To  serve  in  winter  hours  ? 

Who  taught  the  little  ant  the  way 

Her  narrow  path  to  bore, 
And  through  the  pleasant  summer  day 

To  gather  up  her  store? 

'Twas  God  who  taught  them  all  the  way 
And  gave  them  all  their  skill ; 

And  teaches  children  how  to  pray, 
And  do  his  holy  will. 


PRAYER. 

Jesus,  see  a  little  child 

Humbly  at  thy  footstool  stay  ; 
Thou  who  art  so  meek  and  mild 

Stoop,  and  teach  me  what  to  say. 

Though  thou  art  so  great  and  high, 
Thou  dost  view,  with  smiling  face, 

Little  children  when  they  cry, 

"  Saviour  !  guide  us  by  thy  grace.' 

Show  me  what  I  ought  to  be, 
Make  me  every  evil  shun ; 

Thee  in  all  things  may  I  see, 
In  thy  holy  footsteps  run. 

Jesus  !  all  my  sins  forgive, 
Make  me  lowly,  pure  in  heart, 

For  thy  glory  may  I  live, 

Then  be  with  thee  where  thou  art. 
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GOD  CARES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Isaac  was  ransomed  while  he  lay 

Upon  the  altar  bound  ; 
Moses?  an  infant  cast  away, 

Pharaoh's  own  daughter  found. 

Joseph,  by  his  false  brethren  sold, 
God  raised  above  them  all ; 

To  Hannah's  child  the  Lord  foretold 
How  Eli's  house  must  fall. 

David  the  bear  and  lion  slew, 

And  on  Goliath  trod: 
Josiah,  from  his  boyhood,  knew 

His  Father,  David's  God. 

Children  are  thus  Jehovah's  care, 
Thus  youth  may  seek  his  face ; 

Since  his  own  Son  he  did  not  spare, 
With  him  he  gives  all  grace. 
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WAITING  ON  GOD. 

Why  should  cold  or  stormy  weather 
Keep  me  from  the  house  of  prayer  ? 

Oh  !  where  Christians  meet  together, 
Let  me  still  be  with  them  there. 

If  I  loved  my  God  sincerely, 
If  my  heart  approved  his  ways, 

It  would  grieve  my  heart  severely 
To  be  kept  from  prayer  and  praise. 

When  on  earth  the  Saviour  wandered, 
Oft  for  me  his  cheek  was  wet ; 

Oft  in  silent  prayer  he  pondered, 
Through  chill  night,  on  Olivet. 

Then  shall  cold  or  stormy  weather 
Keep  me  from  the  house  of  prayer? 

No  !  where  Christians  meet  together, 
Let  me  still  be  with  them  there ! 
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TRUE  WISDOM. 

King  Solomon  of  old 
A  happy  choice  had  made; 
Twas  not  for  life,  'twas  not  for  gold, 
Nor  honours  that  he  prayed. 

He  chose  the  better  part ; 
lie  sought  for  purer  joys; 
A  wise  and  understanding  heart ; 
And  God  approved  his  choice. 

Far  better  than  his  crown, 
And  all  his  grand  array, 
That  wisdom  was,  which  God  sent  down 
To  guide  him  on  his  way. 


THE  GOSPEL  TO  EVERY  CREATURE. 

Froh  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

"What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases 

And  only  man  is  vile : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  0,  Salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim  ; 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name ! 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, — 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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The  moon  has  but  a  borrowed  light, — 

A  faint  and  feeble  ray  ; 
She  owes  her  beauty  to  the  night, 

And  hides  herself  by  day. 

No  cheering  warmth  her  beam  conveys, 
Though  pleasing  to  behold ; 

"We  might  upon  her  brightness  gaze, 
Till  palsied  with  the  cold. 

Just  such  is  all  the  light  to  man, 

Which  reason  can  impart ; 
It  cannot  show  one  object  plain, 

Nor  warm  the  frozen  heart. 


The  gospel,  like  the  sun  at  noon, 

Affords  a  glorious  light ; 
And  when  it  shines,  poor  reason's  moon 

Appears  no  Ion  ;er  bright. 


SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time, 
When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 

Every  nation,  every  clime. 
Shall  the  gospel  call  obey. 

Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own, 
Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore  ; 

Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown, 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more, 

Then  shall  war  and  tumults  cease, 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain  ; 

Righteousness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign. 

Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord, 
Ever  praise  his  glorious  name  ; 

All  his  mighty  acts  record, 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


MUTUAL  LOVE. 

Let  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 

For  God  hath  made  them  so  ; 
Let  bears  and  lions  growl  and  fight, 

For  'tis  their  nature  too. 
But,  children,  you  should  never  let 

Such  angry  passions  rise  ; 
Your  little  hands  were  never  made 

To  tear  each  other's  eyes. 

Let  love  through  all  your  actions  run, 

And  all  your  words  be  mild  ; 
Live  like  the  blessed  virgin's  Son, 

That  sweet  and  lovely  Child. 
His  soul  was  gentle  as  a  lamb  ; 

And,  as  his  stature  grew, 
He  grew  in  favour  both  with  man, 

And  God  his  Father  too. 
Now,  Lord  of  all,  he  reigns  above, 

And  from  his  heavenly  throne 
He  sees  what  children  dwell  in  love, 

And  marks  them  for  his  own. 


See  the  leaves  around  us  falling, 
Dry  and  withered  to  the  ground ; 

Thus  to  thoughtless  mortals  calling, 
In  a  sad  and  solemn  sound : — 

"  Ye  on  length  of  days  presuming, 
Think  how  soon  our  course  is  fled  ; 

We  were  lately  fresh  and  blooming, 
Now  are  withered,  dry,  and  dead. 

"  Cease  presumptuous  hopes  to  cherish  ; 

Prize  the  seasons  as  they  fly ; 
Like  the  leaves  you  rise  and  flourish, 

Like  the  leaves  must  droop  and  die. 

"  But  to  those  in  Jesus  planted, 

By  a  true  and  living  faith, 
Shall  unfading  spring  be  granted, 

And  a  triumph  over  death." 


■« 


^v 


CHRIST'S  LOVE. 

I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  blood  ; 
Methought  he  turned  his  eyes  on  me 

As  near  his  cruss  I  stood. 

Sure,  never  till  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look  ; 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death, 

Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  deed 
And  plunged  me  in  despair; 

I  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  shed, 
And  helped  to  nail  him  there. 

Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did  ; 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain  ; 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid? 

For  I  the  Lord  have  slain. 

A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 

"  I  freely  all  forgive  ; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid, 

I  die, — that  thou  mayest  live." 

Thus,  while  his  death  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackest  hue, 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 

It  seals  my  pardon  too. 


BEARING  THE  CROSS. 

Jesus  Christ  has  lived  and  died, 
What  is  all  the  world  beside  ? 
This  to  know  is  all  we  need, 
This  to  know  is  life  indeed. 


Other  wisdom  seek  I  none, 
Teach  nie  this,  and  this  alone  ; 
Christ  for  me  has  lived  and  died, 
Christ  for  me  was  crucified. 

Can  my  soul  on  shadows  vain 
Ever  spend  a  thought  again  ? 
No — before  this  light  they  flee, 
Jesus  Christ  has  died  for  me. 
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THE  HOLY  BIBLE. 


Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise 

On  all  thy  works  I  louk  ; 
But  still  thy  wisdom,  power,  and  grace, 

Shine  brightest  in  thy  book. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died, 

To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beside 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Here  are  my  choicest  treasures  hid, 

Here  my  best  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  desires  are  satisfied, 

And  hence  my  hopes  arise. 


THE  HOLY  BIBLE. 

Holt  Bible  !  book  divine  ! 
Precious  treasure  !  thou  art  mine ! 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  came  ; 
Mine,  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 
Mine,  to  chide  me  when  I  rove  ; 
Mine,  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet, 
Mine,  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 
Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine,  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 
Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom  ; 
Oh,  thou  precious  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure !  thou  art  mine 
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DILIGENGE. 

How  doth  the  little  busy  bee 

Improve  each  shining  hour, 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 

From  every  opening;  flower  ! 
How  skilfully  she  builds  her  cell ! 

How  neat  she  spreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  store  it  well 

With  the  sweet  food  she  makes. 
In  works  of  labour,  or  of  skill, 

I  would  be  busy  too  ; 
For  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still 

For  idle  hands  to  do. 
In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play, 

Let  my  first  years  be  past ; 
That  I  may  give  for  every  day 

Some  good  account  at  last. 
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HEAVEN  AND  HELL. 

There  is  beyond  the  sky 
A  heaven  of  joy  and  love  ; 
And  holy  children  when  they  die, 
Go  to  that  world  above. 

There  is  a  dreadful  hell, 
And  everlasting  pains ; 
Where  sinners  must  with  devils  dwell, 
In  darkness,  fire,  and  chains. 

Can  such  a  wretch  as  I 
Escape  this  cursed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope,  whene'er  I  die, 
I  shall  to  heaven  ascend? 

Then  I  for  grace  will  pray, 
While  I  have  life  and  breath  ; 
Lest  I  should  be  cut  off  to-day, 
And  sent  to  eternal  death. 
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THE  HAPPY  LAND. 

There  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  far  away, — 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day  ; 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, — 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King ! 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring ! 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

Come  to  that  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away: 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand  ? 

Why  still  delay? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

Bright,  in  that  happy  land, 

Beams  every  eye: 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
Oh,  then,  to  glory  run  : 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won  ; 
And  bright  above  the  sun, 

We  reign  for  aye. 


Young  children  once  to  Jesus  came, 

His  blessing  to  entreat ; 
And  I  may  humbly  do  the  same 

Before  his  mercy  seat. 

Although  he  is  not  here  below, 
But  on  his  heavenly  hill, 

To  him  may  little  children  go, 
And  seek  a  blessing  still. 

For  as,  so  many  years  ago, 
Poor  babes  his  pity  drew, 

I'm  sure  he  will  not  let  me  go 
Without  a  blessing  too. 

Then  while  his  favour  to  implore, 
My  little  hands  are  spread, 

Do  thou  thy  sacred  blessings  pour, 
Lord  Jesus,  on  my  head. 
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THANKFULNESS. 

Whene'er  I  take  my  walks  abroad, 

How  many  poor  I  see  ! 
What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  gifts  to  me  ? 

Not  more  than  others  I  deserve, 
Yet  God  hath  given  me  more ; 

For  I  have  food  while  others  starve, 
Or  beg  from  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  street 

Half  naked  I  behold  ! 
While  I  am  clothed  from  head  to  feet, 

And  cover' d  from  the  cold. 

While  some  poor  wanderers  scarce  can  tell 
Where  they  may  lay  their  head, 

I  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell, 
And  rest  upon  my  bed. 

While  others  early  learn  to  swear, 
And  curse,  and  lie,  and  steal ; 

Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  fear, 
And  do  thy  holy  will. 

Are  these  thy  favours,  day  by  day, 

To  me  above  the  rest? 
Then  let  me  love  thee  more  than  they, 

And  try  to  serve  thee  best. 


CHRIST'S  LAMBS. 

Humble  praises,  holy  Jesus  ! 

Infant  voices  raise  to  thee  ; 
In  thy  arms,  0  Lord,  receive  us 

Suffer  us  thy  lambs  to  be. 

Blessed  Saviour,  thou  hast  bidden 
Babes  like  us  to  come  to  thee ; 

Once  by  thy  disciples  chidden, 
Thou  didst  bless  such  ones  as  we. 

Thanks  to  thee,  who  freely  gave  us 

Thy  exalted  Son  to  die, 
From  eternal  death  to  save  us." 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high  1 


THE  TEN  COMMANDMENTS. 

1.  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  but  Me  ; 

2.  Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee  ; 

3.  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain  ; 

4.  Nor  dare  the  Sabbath-day  profane ; 

5.  Give  both  thy  parents  honour  due ; 

6.  Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do ; 

7.  Abstain  from  words  and  deeds  unclean ; 

8.  Nor  steal,  though  thou  art  poor  and  mean 

9.  Nor  make  a  wilful  lie,  nor  love  it ; 

10.  What  is  thy  neighbour's  dare  not  covet. 


AGAINST  THIEVING. 

Why  should  I  deprive  my  neighbour 
Of  his  goods  against  his  will? 

Hands  were  made  for  honest  labour, 
Not  to  plunder  or  to  steal. 

'Tis  a  foolish  self-deceiving, 

By  such  tricks  to  hope  for  gain ; 

All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving, 
Turns  to  sorrow,  shame,  and  pain. 

Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden, 
Though  we  fancy  none  can  spy ; 

When  we  take  a  thing  forbidden, 
God  beholds  it  with  his  eye. 

Guard  my  heart,  0  God  of  heaven  ! 

Lest  I  covet  what's  not  mine  ; 
Lest  I  take  what  is  not  given, 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  sin 


SEEKING  CHRIST. 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child  ; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  thee. 

Fain  I  would  to  thee  be  brought ; 
Gracious  God,  forbid  it  not ; 
In  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace, 
Give  a  little  child  a  place. 

Oh  supply  my  every  want, 
Feed  the  young  and  tender  plant, 
Day  and  night  my  keeper  be, 
Every  moment  watch  round  me. 
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LITTLE  SAMUEL. 

When  little  Samuel  woke, 
And  heard  his  Maker's  voice, 

At  every  word  He  spoke, 
How  much  did  he  rejoice! 

Oh,  blessed,  happy  child,  to  find 

The  God  of  heaven  so  near  and  kind ! 

If  God  would  speak  to  me, 
And  say  he  was  my  friend, 

How  happy  should  I  be ! 
Oh,  how  would  I  attend ! 

The  smallest  sin  I  then  should  fear, 

If  God  Almighty  were  so  near. 


And  does  he  never  speak  ? 

Oh,  yes  !  for  in  his  word 
He  bids  me  come  and  seek 

The  God  whom  Samuel  heard : 
n  almost  every  page  I  see, 
The  God  of  Samuel  calls  to  me. 


^ 
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THE  SAVIOUR'S  LOYE. 

Children,  sing  the  Saviour's  love. 

Hail  the  blessed  Jesus  ; 
He  who  lives  in  heaven  above 

At  this  moment  sees  us. 

Raise  your  songs  and  voices  high 

Make  a  joyful  chorus  ; 
Babes  are  singing  in  the  sky, 

Who  have  died  before  us. 

Jesus  came  to  bleed  and  die 
(Hear  the  wondrous  story! 

That  children  such  as  you  and  I 
May  live  with  him  in  glory. 

Raise  your  songs  and  voices  high 

Make  a  joyful  chorus; 
Babes  are  singing  in  the  sky, 

"Who  have  died  before  us. 
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Why  should  I  love  my  sport  so  well, 

So  constant  at  my  play  ; 
And  lose  the  thoughts  of  heaven  and  hell, 

And  then  forget  to  pray  ? 

What  do  I  read  my  Bible  for, 

But,  Lord,  to  learn  thy  will  ? 
And  shall  I  daily  know  thee  more, 

And  less  obe}'  thee  still? 

How  senseless  is  my  heart,  and  wild  ! 

How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts ! 
Pity  the  weakness  of  a  child, 

And  pardon  all  my  faults. 

Make  me  thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear, 

And  let  me  love  to  pray  ; 
Since  God  will  lend  a  gracious  ear 

To  what  a  ehil 
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ABOUNDING  GRACE. 

Amazing  grace  !  how  sweet  the  sound 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me  ! 

I  once  was  lost,  "but  now  I'm  found ; 
"Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  feel, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved  ; 

How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 
The  hour  I  first  believed! 

Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come  ; 
'Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 

And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

And  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 

A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 


CHRIST  ALL  IN  ALL. 

Palms  of  glory,  raiment  bright, 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 

Gird  and  decK  the  saints  in  light, 

Priests  and  kings  and  conquerors  they. 

Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

And  proclaim,  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  his  cross  alone. 

Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 
Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords., 

"  Take  the  kingdom — it  is  thine, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 

Round  the  altar,  priests  confess, 
If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 

'Twas  the  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  his  blood  that  made  them  so. 

Who  are  these? — On  earth  they  dwelt 
Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race; 

Guilt  and  fear  and  suffering  felt, 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 

They  were  mortal,  too,  like  us  ; 

Ah  !  when  we,  like  them,  shall  die, 
May  our  souls,  translated  thus, 

Triumph,  reign,  and  shine  on  high ! 


HOSANNAS  TO  CHRIST. 

"Wiien",  his  salvation  bringing, 

To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name  ; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him  ; 

But,  as  he  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  son* 

And,  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still, 
Though  now  as  Kin^ 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hi 
We'll  flock  around  his  banner 

Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  cry  aloud,  "Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son!" 


he  reigneth 
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THE  BIBLE. 

This  is  a  precious  book  indeed ; 
Happy  the  child  who  loves  to  read  ! 
;Tis  God's  own  word,  which  he  hath  given 
To  show  our  souls  the  way  to  heaven  ! 

It  tells  us  how  the  world  was  made ; 
And  how  good  men  the  Lord  obeyed ; 
And  his  commands  are  in  it  too, 
To  teach  us  what  we  ought  to  do. 

It  bids  us  all  from  sin  to  fly, 
Because  our  souls  can  never  die  ; 
It  points  to  heaven,  where  angels  dwell, 
And  warns  us  to  escape  from  hell. 


But  what  is  more  than  all  beride, 
The  Bible  tells  us,  Jesus  died: 
This  is  its  first,  its  chief  intent, 
To  lead  poor  sinners  to  repent. 

Let  us  be  thankful  that  we  may 
Bead  this  good  Bible  every  day  ; 
And  learn  the  way  that  God  hath  given, 
To  lead  our  souls  to  peace  and  heaven. 
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MY  HAPPY  HOME. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 

Oh  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend  ; 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  know : 
Blest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

[see  over. 
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Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 
Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem !  my  happy  home ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 

Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  'tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  stand 
In  gardens  planted  by  thy  hand  ; 
Let  me  within  thy  courts  be  seen, 
Like  a  young  cedar,  fresh  and  green. 

There  grow  thy  saints  in  faith  and  love, 
Blest  with  thine  influence  from  above  ; 
Not  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees 
Yields  such  a  comely  sight  as  these. 

The  plants  of  grace  shall  ever  thrive.; 

Nature  decays,  but  grace  must  live ; 

Time  that  doth  all  things  else  impair, 

Still  makes  them  flourish  strong  and 


EARLY  PIETY. 

Religion  is  the  chief  concern 

Of  mortals  here  below ; 
May  I  its  great  importance  learn, 

Its  sovereign  virtue  know. 

More  needful  this  than  glittering  wealth 
Or  aught  the  world  bestows  ; 

Nor  reputation,  food,  or  health, 
Can  give  us  such  repose. 

Religion  should  our  thoughts  engage, 
Amidst  our  youthful  bloom  ; 

'Twill  fit  us  for  declining  age, 
And  for  the  awful  tomb. 

Oh !  may  my  heart,  by  grace  renewed, 

Be  my  Redeemer's  throne  ; 
And  be  my  stubborn  will  subdued, 

His  government  to  own. 

Let  deep  repentance,  faith,  and  love, 

Be  joined  with  godly  fear ; 
And  all  my  conversation  prove 

My  heart  to  be  sincere. 
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The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 

Clouds  overcast  my  wint'ry  sky  ; 

Out  of  the  depths  to  Thee  I  call  ; 

My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 

0  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 
And  guide  and  guard  me  through  the  storm 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill : 
Control  the  waves ;  say,  "  Peace !  be  still." 

Amid  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
My  soul  still  hangs  her  hopes  on  Thee  ; 
Thy  constant  love,  Thy  faithful  care, 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 


Though  tempest-toss'd,  and  half  a  wreck 
My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek: 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again. 


" 
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THE  ACCEPTED  TIME. 

Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace  ; 

Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  Saviour  calls  to-day, 

To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late, 
Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  gospel  bids  you  come  ; 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls, 
And  feast  them  with  thy  love ! 

Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly, 
To  bear  the  news  above. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 


Wiien  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along  ? 
When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended, 

And  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

In  righteousness  to  reign  ? 


The  sacred  shout  shall  fly, 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply; 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  hallelujah  swelling, 

In  one  eternal  sound. 
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Yes,  my  native  land,  I  love  thee, 
All  thy  scenes  I  love  them  well ; 

Friends,  connections,  happy  country ! 
Can  I  bid  you  all  farewell? 

Can  I  leave  you — 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 

Home  !  thy  joys  are  passing  lovely, 
Joys  no  stranger-heart  can  tell ; 

Happy  home  !  I'm  sure  I  love  thee  ! 
Can  I — can  I  say—; farewell  ? 

Can  I  leave  thee, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 

Scenes  of  sacred  peace  and  pleasure, 
Holy  days,  and  Sabbath  bell, 

Richest,  brightest,  sweetest  treasure  ! 
Can  I  say  at  last — farewell  ? 

Can  I  leave  you, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 


In  the  deserts  let  me  labour, 
On  the  mountains  let  me  tell 

How  he  died — the  blessed  Saviour — 
To  redeem  a  world  from  hell ! 

Let  me  hasten 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 

Bear  me  on,  thou  restless  ocean  ; 

Let  thy  winds  my  canvas  swell : 
Heaves  my  breast  with  warm  emotion, 

While  I  go  far  hence  to  dwell. 
Glad  I  bid  thee, 

Native  land  !  Farewell !  Farewell ! 
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THE  PRECIOUS  BLOOD. 

Xot  all  the  blood  of  beasts 
On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away  ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  thou  didst  bear, 
"When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 
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CHRIST'S  DEATH. 

Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 

Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  1 1 

"Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 

Amazing  pity  !  Grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

"Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 

For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
While  his  dear  cross  appears  ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  L<.rd,  I  give  myself  away — 

'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 
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GOD  THE  GIVER  OF  ALL  GOOD. 

Every  sheaf  of  golden  grain, 
Standing  on  the  smiling  plain, 
Tells  us  if  we  do  not  know. 
Whence  our  many  blessings  flow. 

Thanks  we  bring  for  earthly  good, 
Xobler  thanks  for  richer  food  ; 
Love  divine  to  us  has  given 
Christ,  the  Bread  of  Life,  from  heaven. 

Lord  !  with  these,  thy  favours,  give 
Hearts  to  serve  thee  while  we  live ; 
Till  we  reap,  where  Jesus  is, 
Harvests  of  immortal  bliss. 
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Sing  we  to  our  God  above, 
Praise  eternal  as  his  love  : 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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THE  PILGRIM. 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot, 

How  free  from  every  anxious  thought, 

From  worldly  hope  and  fear  ! 
Confined  to  neither  court  nor  cell, 
His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell, 

He  only  sojourns  here. 

Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own  ; 
A  stranger  to  the  world  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise  ; 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight, 
And  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 

A  dwelling  in  the  skies. 

There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair, 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there, 

And  my  abiding  home  ; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay, 
And  angels  beckon  me  away, 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come  ! 

I  come,  thy  servant,  Lord,  replies, 
I  come,  to  meet  thee  in  the  skies, 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest! 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end, 
Now,  0  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  thy  breast. 
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CONSIDER  THE  LILIES. 

The  lilies  of  the  field, 
That  quickly  fade  away, 
May  well  to  us  a  lesson  yield, 
For  we  are  frail  as  they. 

Just  like  an  early  rose, 
I've  seen  an  infant  bloom  : 
But  death,  perhaps,  before  it  blows, 
Will  lay  it  in  the  tomb. 

Then  let  us  think  on  death, 
Though  we  are  young  and  gay  ; 
For  God,  who  gave  our  life  and  breath, 
Can  take  them  both  away. 
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THE  PLEASANT  PATH. 

Many  voices  seem  to  say, 
"  Hither,  children  -here's  the  way  ; 
Haste  along,  and  nothing  fear, 
Every  pleasant  thing  is  here  I" 

Yea — but  whither  would  ye  lead  ? 
Is  it  happiness  indeed  ? 
Or  a  little  shining  show, 
Leading  down  to  death  and  wo  ? 

We  were  made  for  better  things  ; 
High  as  heaven  our  nature  springs  : 
Like  the  lark  that  upward  flies, 
We  were  made  to  seek  the  skies. 

We  were  made  to  love  and  fear 
That  great  God  who  placed  us  here: 
Made  to  study  and  fulfil 
All  his  good  and  holy  will. 

"We  were  made  to  work  awhile. 
Cheerful  at  our  work  to  smile : 
Thinking,  as  we  labour  thus, 
Of  the  heaven  prepared  for  us. 

So,  a  pleasant  path  we'll  tread, 
By  the  hand  of  Jesus  led  ; 
Till,  from  sin  and  sorrow  freed, 
Ours  is  happiness  indeed  ! 
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Amazing  grace  !  how  sweet  the  sound 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me  ! 

I  once  was  lost,  but  now  I'm  found ; 
"Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  feel, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved  ; 

How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 

Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come  ; 
'Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 

And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

And  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail. 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 


and 
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Palms  of  glory,  raiment  bright, 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 

Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light, 

Priests  and  kings  and  conquerors  they. 

Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

And  proclaim,  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  his  cross  alone. 

Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 
Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords, 

"  Take  the  kingdom — it  is  thine, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 

Round  the  altar,  priests  confess, 
If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 

'Twas  the  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  his  blood  that  made  them  so. 

Who  are  these  ? — On  earth  they  dwelt 
Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race ; 

Guilt  and  fear  and  suffering  felt, 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 
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THE  HEATHEN. 

See  that  heathen  mother  stand 
Where  the  sacred  currents  flow  ; 

With  her  own  maternal  hand, 
'Mid  the  waves  her  infant  throw  ; 

Hark  !  I  hear  the  piteous  scream  : 
Frightful  monsters  seize  their  prey 

Or  the  dark  and  bloody  stream 
Bears  the  struggling  child  away. 

Fainter  now,  and  fainter  still, 
Breaks  the  cry  upon  the  ear  J 

But  the  mother's  heart  is  steel, 
She,  unmoved,  that  cry  can  hear. 

Send,  0  send  the  Bible  there  : 
Let  its  precepts  reach  the  heart ; 

She  may  then  her  children  spare, 
She  may  act  the  mother's  part. 
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THE  HEATHEN. 

Millions  there  are  on  heathen  ground 
Who  never  heard  the  gospel's  sound ; 
Lord,  send  it  forth,  and  let  it  run, 
Swift  and  reviving  as  the  sun. 

Guide  thou  their  lips,  who  stand  to  tell 
Sinners  the  way  that  leads  to  hell  ; 
To  those  who  give,  do  thou  impart 
A  generous,  wise,  and  tender  heart. 

Lord,  crown  their  zeal,  reward  their  care 
That  in  thy  grace  they  all  ni;iy  share  ; 
And  those  who  now  in  darkness  dwell, 
Deliverance  sing  from  guilt  and  hell 


